SAFE CUSTODY
pleasant hours, for she was not meant for study, and
the sight of her bending to her table and frowning over
her pages of letters and words made me think of a
bright-eyed squirrel that should be swinging from
branches and leaping on dewy lawns, but climbs a
wheel for his living behind the bars of a cage. But,
though she was a prisoner and the labour she did was
unnatural and tedious beyond all words, she never
once complained, but kept all our eyes upon the future
and the day when the old Pope's secret should be
revealed.
As for the cipher, I have here nothing to say, but
Hubert and I at least had something to go on—that is
to say, the sentence which I had heard Harris speak.
' Where's this wall you spoke of, that's got to come
down ?'
There might, of course, be no wall that had to come
down. Father Herman might well have been lying,
because he distrusted Harris and had no mind to give
him the ghost of a clue. But to that possibility we
deliberately shut our eyes, for, though the hint might
be false, it was all we had.
Wall after wall we proved—and proved in vain.
The labour was very severe, for although we had
hammers and chisels of excellent steel, the castle might
have been built to resist our onslaught and it took us
all we knew to cut a stone from its course. What
troubled us most was that we could find ao wall
which could have been quickly pulled down. If the
priest had told Ham's the truth, the 'vestments'
had been immured. One would, therefore, have
expected some wall in which the layers of mortar
were finger-thick, or in which there was at least one
stone that could be swiftly extracted, so that a breach

